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cheese; he was a rich man now with the purse of Cytheris
and could afford food as well as drink. But he didn't dare
leave his post. Something was going to happen* Tonight
he'd expose everything,

He had watched for hours that afternoon a piece of the
wall where some stones had been dislodged* With care the
wall could be easily climbed. When he had finished the
bacon, he mumbled a charm against Jewish sorcerers and
threw the bone into the water. Jews worshipped a swine-
god; for the forbidden was sacred, and the sacred was the
god. Fabullus began to feel uneasy in the dim quiet mur-
murous with flowing water. He shouldn't have thrown the
bone into the river. The river-god mightn't like it; perhaps
he was reaching up with cold, clammy hand to drag Fabullus
down into the depths.

Fabullus emerged hurriedly from his bush lair and
approached the wall. Yes, it was quite easy to climb. In
a few moments he was standing in the garden and had
made no sound beyond breaking off one small fragment of
stone and mortar. There was a faint glow from the front
of the villa. He moved cautiously towards it, feeling his
way with his hands and going down on all-fours if he grew
doubtful. In the front of the house he could see no means of
spying, and he heard two guards walk down to the lodge.
He moved on, and his feet drew a crackling noise from a
gravel-path; he sank back, trembling, into a bush, regardless
of the thorns. But no one came, and he crept round to the
other side of the house. Here, through a chink in a shutter,
he gazed into a small room where he saw two men wrestling,
he thought at first. Muttering to himself a spell against
fascination, he turned away; and, drawn by the smells that
made his belly heave with delicious longing, he neared the
kitchen. But that was asking for discovery. Scullions were
hastening about, throwing out basins of water; and once
a girl and a lad sliddered through a door, giggled and
huddled together, and then sliddered back.

Fabullus lay down in a flower-bed, dimly comforted by the
sweet odours. His feet had bruised some mint, and that niore
pungent smell mixed with the flower-scents. Time faded
past, waving a slow flag of stars. He couldn't tell if it was a